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there. He knew there was. Did I think him mad?
Well, he wasn't. This had been going on for weeks
and weeks. . . . Someone was there. . , . He'd
seen him a number of times. If I went with him I
would realize that it wasn't nonsense what he was
saying.

My father's room had been locked for a consider-
able time. In the weeks immediately following his
disappearance Mr. Symon and Leggett had been
there, looking through papers and so on. But, after
they had finished with it, no one had been there
except Uncle Michael.

To reassure him I said I'd go with him. Down
the passage we went. He unlocked the door and we
went in. I stood there in the dark while he fumbled
for a match. He lit the gas. The globe was dusty
and the light dim.

There was now very little furniture in the room:
the roll-top desk, the green safe, a table, two chairs.
The blinds were up, which always gives a room a
desolate and abandoned air at night. The place was
very dusty and there was a sheet of newspaper on the
floor falling and lifting a little in the draught. Uncle
Michael stood, without moving, looking in front of
him. I was suddenly very frightened ; I wanted to
turn and run. I had always hated this room, but now
I was aware that Uncle Michael's terrors were not
groundless. This room was evil and loathsome. It
was not only the stale smell natural to a room that had,
for many weeks, been closed, nor was it only the kind
of cellar-chill which some rooms have. Nor was it
only the dim and uncertain light and the slight hiss
of the gas-jet. All these things and something
more. . . .